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LIVELY DOINGS AT YARMOUTH. 


“T hear that Poor Papa has been making things fairly hum during his stay at Yarmouth. His challenging the local rowing club to a four-oared race 
created the greatest excitement, and the whole town turned out to view the contest, whilst the railway company ran excursions from all parts of the country. 
Over the details of the struggle it is best to draw a veil. Dad says bow might have wasted a bit finer, and Number 1 shouldn't have done his training on 
Irish cold. If all the crew had been up to the form displayed by their illustrious stroke the result would have been very different.”"—Toorsts. 


*"TILDA'S TRILBYS. WHAT NEXTP WHAT NEXT? 


A LADY WITCH. 


—— 


HELEN Royston was born near Doneaster. Her mother 
died whilst Helen was a baby in 1653, and her father, 
one of Oliver Cromwell's troopers—* Valiant -for- Truth 
Royston "—after being badly wounded at Naseby, settled 
down near his native town and devoted himself to the 
discovery of the “Elixir of Life” and the “ Philosopher's 
Stone.” He was also a herbalist, and effected some remark- 
able cures in cases in which the regular doctors had failed. 

His daughter, who. as she grew up, was singularly bean- 
tiful and of rare intelligence, assisted her father in’ hia 
scientific experiments and his doctoring. Her patients had 
the strongest belief in her; buta whisper was passed round 
tremblingly—she had “an evil eye.” Her father was said 
to be a wizard and she a witch. They lived in strange 
seclusion and never went to church, How could the staunch 
old Roundhead go when at the church they offered prayers 
to the memory of Charies 1.2? 

Presently the father died, leaving his daughter a neat 
cottage to live in and enouzh money to live on comfortably. 
Helen Royston lived, except when visiting her patients. a 
very secluded life. Sometimes (she had a beautiful voice) 
the neighbours heard her singing in an arbour near a little 


“Gracious, Fatima! what's the meaning of this?” “Well, you lake at the bottom of her garden. As she was hidden from 

— see, George, it’s the Porkenham Rogers’ fancy dress dance to-night, sight . rumour circulates that. she assumed the shape of 

“Really, with those feet, I think Matilda ought not to dive. Some and I'm going in the new balloona-parachute costume. Suits my one of the swans swimming in the water, and with, of 
day they'll get the upper hand and she'll never come up again.” figure, doesn’t it?” a course, evil intent, 
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An epidemic arose among the horses in those parts, and it was 
sec down to the Lady Witch by one Gatter Muasbridge, in whose 
stubles the disease first broke forth. Helen never quitted her 
home exeopt when aecompanied by a great mastiff, which had 
worried a pup of Gatfer's.and he had cursed the witch for bringing 
about this muarchief. He sent for Stubbs, the witch-finder, 

Stnbbs was for tying her band and foot together and immersing 
her inthe lake—the ordeal by water, as they cailed this horrible 
ceremony, The poor girl's faithful dog fonght tiercely in’ her 
behalf, but was killed. and she was being dragzed towards the 
water when Arthur Morris, the son of the Lord of the Manor, 
and several of his college companions came upon tie scene au 
Haatly resened her. 
doold Stabbs assured Arthur and his frends that whoever 
juterfered in favour of wa witch would cerlainly pine away and die 
Iefore the year was out, and in Arthur's case this proved true, He 
fell in dove with her but she did not love him, and he pined away 
Vdied. When upon the point of deach he begged his father (Sir 

1 Morris) to send for Helen, The old nim did so, although 
“dike the ignorant villagers, believed ner to be a witch. 
Sir Richard had another son, and he too fell a victim to the 
wiles of the svren, Sir Richard hearing of it locked him up ina 
room in the manor house, and consulted his brother magistrates 
as to how the witch should be dealt with. Many witnesses were 
called and bloodenrdling stories told, but somehow, dunderheaded 
as their worships were, they came to the conclusion that there was 
not proof enoush, and Sir Richard determined to take the matter 
into his own hands, He summoned Helen to appear before him, 
She did so, and remained to snapper, The good country people 
were never more troubled by her. She married Sir Richard's sou, 
aud they lived happily, it would seem, ever afterwards, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 

TRUE & NTS RESPECTING CERTAIN HOrRiBLE 
OCCURRENCES ON BOAKD THE “GIDDY GEEZER.” 

No. 5,—The Statement of WUumMy KReeper, Engincer’s Boy, 

“On the night when this apmillingly hideous occurrence took 
place I had gone on deck to vet a gasp of fresh air, having been 
called a skunk by the Chief Engineer and kicked twice. | dropped 
afew bitter tears over the side. nud ate a couple of peppermint 
bull's-eyes left by some of them burlesqueifemales on the seat, and 
fell into a doze, For how long t know not, but was awakened by 
someone, or something, breathing heavily in my left ear, Opening 
my eyes [, to my unspeakable horror, discovered, close to my face, 
the face of adead man! It was the man who once had had charge 
of the wheel, and who had been eaten, as we supposed, by sharks, 
It would appear that the sharks only atea bit of him—two lega 
andanarm, What remained of him had escaped, and by some 
extraordinary exertion crawled up the shiny side of the vessel. and 
now clang to it, gasping in fearful agony and rolling his blood-shot 
and distorted eves, TL gave hima oner on the nose and the sharks 
had their supper. What cood would a limbless tadpole have been 
tu the captain of this vessel with food alreuiv running snort? 

“(Signed)  Wuray KREEPER,” 


SomMrE 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributions subuitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Very pleased to do so, VERSA, If we had the space to epare, 
Almost any, G. F. PERRY, World. ore think, inform you where, 
Yea, for years, A COUNTRY BuUMPKIN, Thanks for letter, SS. KE, 
Not the slightest, ARNOLD ASHER; ALLY'S cery proud to be 
Read the rules, we beg you, WOLTOS, That ia just the same, ¥. 
Day. Not at present, thank you, EASTER; Later on perhaps we 
May. 

* —— 

“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Laper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Jree: 
3 Months, 1s. @d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
Jn Stamps er P.O.O.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERI“S,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LoNDOS, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiveques and Booksellers’, and at our Agents, 
ALBERT HESS & Co, 
7 RUE DU 2 JUILLET. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid tothe nert-ot-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Ruatlway Accident to te Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hovipay” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLipay” ¢e published throughout the 
United Kingdom erery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, ewpiring at 9 o'cluck the 
following Wednesday morning, 


——— 


MISUNDERSTOCD. 


“Can you tell me the best way to Runham Inn, constable?” 
“Well, miss, it all depends on if they'll go quietly or not. When 
they become obstroperos I'm in favour of the Frog's March,” 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAf?. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 641.—The “Minehead Bathing” Costume. 


Ethel. Isn't it strange, gran'dad, that your hair has turned so 
white and your beard is still so black ? 

Grawdad, Now so strange, my dear, You sce, my hair is close 
on thirty years the elder, 


SAINT SLOPER. 


Proposed design for a stained 
glass window to be placed in 
Westminster Abbey—if they'll 
have it. The inscription would 
probably be “1t ain't always 


gin, 


The Dook Snook says she's 
naughty but devilish nice, and 
we have no reason to doubt 
him. He ought to know. 


TRYING TO WARD HER OFF. 
Bertie (as she spots ices). Er—by-the-way, did vou wead in the 

papahs how beastly dangewous ices are? Full of micwohes, 

don'cha'no ! (Te had to leave his watch, 


BFL 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


i 
Neowme. i. Sponger is a man of his word over money matt,;. 
isn't he, old chap? : : 
Hadsum. He is, indeed. He'll vow everlasting indebtedic; 
you for the loan of a quid, aud— 
Newmugge. Well! 


Hadsum, Well, he always will be indebted to you, that's all, 
ss 


Sto 


s 
“ On, let me sike a soldier fall,” sang the meek young man wit), 
the piping tenor. “ And so you should, if I hed any blessed weppny 
‘andy. * remarked a disgusted auditor from the back seats, as }),. 
made for the door, And he was outside before the chucker cou); 
get near him, *\° 


Jones, Tam going into another house in September. Can yeu, 


-recommend me a cheap furniture mover ? 


Hardup. Oh, yes, Isaac Jacobs is the man, He moved all mii, 
for me for nothing, 

Jones, What! 

Hardup. Cuder a Bill of Sale. 


es 
TUE journey oer the Sea of Life is called 
A one—and with reason ! 
Yet, while (by winds and waters unappalled) 
We, in the stormiest season, 
Sail slowly forward at a struggling rate, 
It cheers us in our labours 
To think how casy we could navigate 
The ressels of our neighbours! 
ss 
s 
Friend, 1 say, old man, excuse me, you know, but you're drink. 
ingan awful lot. Ain’t you afraid of secing green snakes, blue 
dragons and red rats? 
Jw Boozer, Not a bit, old man. 
blind. - 
“Wort do they mean here by saying he took a f-a-u-x p-a.s?” 
asked Mra. Igginson, serine! up Irom her morning newspaper, 
* Plain enough, my dear, ain't it?” responded her spouse—“a folk’ 
pasa, a sort of family ticket. you know, for the exhibition or som... 
think.” And with an anything-clse-you'd-like-to-know sort of air, 
the old chap passed his cup for some more coffee. ; 
ss 
s 
° vive Pretty Dear, What a becoming moustache young Juvenus 
has 
Seeond Pretty Dear. Matter of taste, dear. 1 prefer one that 
has already come. “,° 


“ Dip Cadbound obtain a good footing in the neighbourhom!'" 
asked Wiggs. “He did, indeed.” responded Waggs ; “ got kichei 
from one end to the uther of it,T ae told.” 


Thank Heaven, I'm colour 


s 
The Grandmother. Ue's a ben wiful baby, and wonderfully like 
his poor dear late father, 
Mrs, Ciumberbump, Yes, indecd—especially considering as how 
he’s a posthumous child. 
Regge 


MALINGERING EXTRAORDINARY. 

THE pomp and ceremony of the recent coronation féles were in 
their full swing. Moscow was full of rejoicing ; the shouts of «1 
glad people mingled with the roar of cannon, The newly-crowni 
Czar sat proudly in his carriage, and the magnificent horses bo 
him steadily along the ringing streets—streets that were line! 
scores deep with exultant multitudes, 

Suddenly there was a movement in thecrowd. An old man in 
the uniform of a pensioner stomped out into the road, At tir-t 
there was a movement towards him, for a moment there was fei; 
of assassination, and then the people saw by the sword that hun: 
at the man’s side that he had been a soldier, Only pensioners ar 
allowed to wear swords in Russia, and a pensioner would not barn 
his Czar! 

Instead, the people saw the old man uncover his grey head aul 
kneel down in the road in front of the coming carringe. 

The Czar ordered the coachman to stop, As is the Imperit! 
custom, the Czar saluted the kneeling soldier. 

“© What do you require, my brave fellow (” asked the monarch. 

“Your majesty,” said the pensioner, “1am nearly starving, i! 
Tam unable to work.” 

The Czar then noticed that the old man had lost his left arm. 

“fT lost my arm at the battle of Plevna,” continued the soldier, 
“and now, in my old age, I am likely to die of famine.” 

“ Have you no pension?” 

“Yea, your majesty. Ihave tenpence a day, and I cannot live 
onthat. Iam ill and ailing. [tis not enonzgh—tenpence a day!" 

“Ah!” said the Czar, “it isa pity that it was your left arm that 
you lost.” , 

“ How 60, your majesty?” ; 

“ Do you not know that the rule is that where a soldier loses hi- 
att eee? his pension is double that allotted to a man who le-e- 

is left?” 

% — of my right arm would bring me double pension?” 

en, 

“Then off it comes!” shricked the pensioner. 

Ina moment he had drawn his sword, and with one flash, cut 6% 
his right arm! 

* 


a * . J 
P.S.—How did he draw that sword? 
——— ee 


WHO'LL HAVE A COOLER P 


wo sy 


This is how old Woggles is going about just now. It’s certaii!!* 
his own idea, and he spenks of it as his Lemon Sguashtuie. 
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THE ENLIGHTENED RUSTIC. 


Gent. Can you tell me where the Village Post Office is? 
Cid Yokel, Post Oftice?, Don’t know, I'm sure; there's a yard 
up t'village where they sells posts and poles, and sich like. 
— 


AFTER THE APPLES. 
Fond Mother (anziously), A! my boy, my poor boy, are you in 
to? 
The Sun (through his teara), Nun-nun-no ; the pain is in me. 


TOOTSIE AT MINEHEAD. 


— 


I cAN’T say that I think the name of this place very attractive. 
tesidents in the Midlands, on first hearing it, would probably 
conjure up are vito =e esi iene chains oe coal 
laden trains, and a population of coal begrimed men an rd 
= mo featured slatternly 
women, But this 
is nothing like the 
reality, Minehead 
is a very pleasant 
lace surrounded 
yy lovely scenery, 
and is rapidly in- 
creasing in popu- 
larity. 

The air is very 
mild, and they tell 
me that in winter 
even myrtles and 
geraniuins are to 
be found flourish- 
ing in the gardens, 
The views from 
North Hill are 
very fine, and we 
girls have dragged 
up poor Billy to 
look at them. The 
fiching, lam sorry 
to say, is not very 
good within five 
or six miles; +o 
we have morethan 
we quite desire of 
Boh’s company, and he has temporarily abandoned the tinned 
meat diet on board that awful yacht for the menu at the hotel. 
N.b.—He orders the wine, of which the supply in consequence is 
considerably less than it was last week. 

Billy’s ma has neglected to forward his hebdomadal half dollar, 
and the penny bun shops know him not. We notice the absence 
of his visits thereto by his prowess with knife and fork at meal 
times at the Feathers. One of the waiters has been heard to 
observe that Billy is “ An arty heater.” “ Well, he do put it away,” 
swid the person addressed, i 

I read in the good guide book that the drainage of the place is 
perfect, and that there is a new church in the centre of the town, 
also a new Wesleyan chapel and Baptist church, and that at 
Culborne, a few miles distant, there is 8 church that claims to be 
the smallest in England. Whether it ia ever full | have not yet 
been able to ascertain. One of the great attractions of Mine- 
head is the red decr hunting in the neighbourhood of Exmoor 
with the Devon and Somerset Staghounds, It is the only 
place in our island where the red deer is to be found in a wild 
state, The season usually begins about the second week in 
Augustat Clout- 
sham. They 
don’t happen to 
have any red 
ray radical 
evening ha’- 
porths down in 
these parts, or 
ho doubt they 
would discover 
it was a cruel 
sport. As itis 
it’s highly 
fashionable, 
and the first 
meet one of the 
ost popular 
and oue of the 
jolliest fune- 
tions | know of. 
If fam here in 
time for it you 
will find me as 
depicted, and 
as IT and Bob 
looked when 
list we were 
present, 

The poor 
Douvk is yet in 
un impover- 
ished — condi- 
tion, indeed, he 
is. if possible, 
harder up than 
he was lust nee 
week, His tenants continue to hurl defiance at him instead of send. 
ing the rent. The Dook in consequence got his solicitor to post 
sharp reply, which has caused the tenant to declare, per post-card, 
that he is now travelling in search of the Dook, and if he has to ge 
as far as Land's End he means to find him and tu pull his nose! 2. 


Getting his weight down. 


UT to the meet. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from alk parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPER'S Plhls 


PRICE 934 PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY KACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


107 Waterloo Road, 8.E. 
July 16th, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,— TI can confidently recommend 
Sloper’s Pills as a wonderful cure for headache 
and indigestion, Yours faithfuily, 


UENRY E, KAUFFMAN, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
gid. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a LADIES 
TO safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 

under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 


the most alten aad <E ciaua LADIES 
oer , LADIES 
NEVER ra TO AFFORD LADIES 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety TADIBS 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADIES 
Half the quantity you sent proved eiiectiveye LADIES 


ofefefatototofolelatareloratafololof-r) 


to my intense joy and surprise.” LAD 
A Abas euaraaies is enclosed with all testi- L. ro 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s, 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- LADIES 
ually sufticient for any case, LADIES 
Full particulars will be gindly forwarded to LADIES 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 
Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LON DON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequailed. The most efectualen carth. Nothing can resist them. 


94d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent tree from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 


Dr. DAVIs's little hook for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


“GAITERS.” 

Or course that wasnt his real name, but what the latter was 
doesn't matter one straw in this story. Somebody nicknamed him 
“ (iaiters” the tirst day he came down to Shrimply, and as Gaiters 
he was known to half the people in the boarding-house. 

There was apparently no earthly reason why he should wear 
them. He hadn’t brought a horse with him, and he was never 


seen on the back of one, He didn’t even take big walks into the 
country, and thus justify his persistent attachment to the things. 
For similarly unaccountable reasons he carried a supple cane riding- 
crop instead of » walking-stick, and when I add that the rest of 
his attire consisted of cord breeches, a loud tweed coat and hunting 
vest, birdseye neckerchief and enormous horse-shoe ob the 
tightest of collars, the most rakish of billycocks, and the most 
pointed of boots, you may well imagine that his get up savoured 
decidedly of the “ horsey.” 

And the amount of side he put on—well, there! It set us fellows 
against him from the first ; but the annoying part of itall was that 
the girls fairly went for him. Gaiters cut us all out without an 
etYort; he could pick and choose from a dozen languishing fair 
ones before he had been twenty-four hours in the place. Men who 
pinned their powers of fascination to a yachting suit found them- 
selves slighted ; tennis tlannels were dead off ; and both cycling 
costumes and knickerbockers at a heavy discount, Gaiters ha 
the tield and held it easily against all comers, 

tut Nemesis was nt hand. About a week after the advent of 
Gaiters, and when masculine jealousy aud feminine adoration of 
him was at its height, a quietly-dressed, unobtrusive little fellow 
made his appearance one evening at dinner, Gaiters lost no time 
in endeavouring to impress the new arrival. His conversation, 
like his attire, was “ horsey,” and stable metaphor figured largely 
in it. The stranger loaked ingeiwated: and inquired of Gaiters if 
there were any pretty rides about. Gaiters believed there were, 
Unfortunately, his two nags were sick, and he had been obliged tu 
leave them at home ; it was a great bore—he missed his morniug 
canter dreadfully. 

“Was he fond of riding?” enquired the stranger. 

“Fond!” Gaiters dwelt almost scornfully upon the words, “ He 
almoat lived in the saddle at home.” 

“Qeally!’? The new arrival smiled indulgently. “In that case 
he mec be very happy to place one of the two horses he had 
brought with him at Gaiters’ disposal the following morning, if 
Gaiters cared to accompany him ina ride.” d 

Everybody heard the oifer, and everybody seemed surprised at 
the hesitation with which Gaiters accepted it. But the stranger 
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would take no refusal: he would be only too happy, ete, and so it 
was arranged that the two should start the following day, after 
breakfast. : 

But the next morning Gaiters excused himself on the score ofa 
bad headache. The new arrival expressed his sympathy. and 
started alone. He scarcely spoke to Gaiters all that day, and the 
latter recovered from his indisposition wondertully quickly, and 
told us he * was afraid he'd offended the new man,” : 

But no; the morning after, as Gaiters was just sWagvering out 
for his usual stroll, «groom rode up to the garden entrance | cading 
# xecond horse, ready saddted and bridled, ters turned scarlet 
ax the new arrival went up and begged the honour of his company, 

But there was no getting out of it now, Five minutes before he 
had confessed to not knowing what to do with himself, Almost 
the whole boarding-house was in the garden looking on. Gaiters 
forced a smile and said he would be deli 

The new arrival was quickly in t 
longer, The groom catled his: 
trving to get up from the wro ide. Gaiters said he was only 
lengthening the stirrup, and, coming round, accepted the man’s 
leg-up, and scrambled into his eat. 

‘The horse was tlesome and fresh, Tt plunged and reared 
slightly, and seemed to disturb Gaiters’ balance sur wisingly, 
“ Don't touch the curb, sir!” shouted the groom; “ride him on 
the snafile.” But Gaiters seemed to be deat to the warning : he 
clung on to the reins like grim death. The tender-mouthed steed 
resented such treatinent. Ile rose on his hind legs, and if Gaiters 
had not abandoned the reins and clung tightly to the beast's neck 
he must have pulled the animal backwards on the top of him. i 

Suddenly the horse dropped, kicked, and Gaiters shot over its 
head, and came down crash upon the hard and dusty road, 

He lay stunned, or pretended to be—I rather fancy it was the 
latter. We carried him into the house and left him to the care of 
the proprietress, When we came back to lunch, we learned that 
urgent business had necessitated his immediate return to town, 

And, such is the fickleness of woman, not a soul in the place 
regretted it, 


—_——_+—_—_ 


OVERHEARD AT CLACTON. 


“What do I think of the sea,’Arry?) Well, E think if we'd spent 
our fares on something as Vadn’t quite so much water in it we 
should ‘ave done a blooming sight better, 


———_—_ 


THE VERY REASON. 

ALt day long—ever since the little river picnic party left Water. 
loo—she'd becn more or leas in the sulks: the amount of “cold 
shoulder” her best particular boy had put up with would have 
astonished many an old married man—hardened und accustomed 
to hardships as chey invariably become. ‘Tea, with cream and 
peaches, eaten on an islind to the merry hum of a “shipping 
order” of mosquitos, had failed to mollify her, and though Arthur 
was fain to admit that hanghty disdain was an expression of 
countenance that was peculiarly becoming to his Marguerite, he 
was getting a bit sick of an overdose of it. 

On the homeward journey, in an ill-lighted “ First,” he drew her 
gently towards him and remonstrated feebly—ever so feebly at 
first, but warming upa bit as he went on. Why did she treat him 
so?) What had he done to deserve it!) low could she expect him 
to marry her—. 

“T shall marry whoever I please.” she said, decisively, 

Arthur started to his feet as though he'd madea mighty discovery, 

* By Harry—surnamed Tags!" he cried, “that just explains it!” 

The maiden winced a little, thinking she had goue too far, but 
feminine curiosity over-rode all, she asked : 

* What explains it?” 

“That you'll marry whoever you please, but—sirike me up a 
mulberry !—you haven't pleased me!" 

And the brute has actually sent back the Berlin wool liver pad 
she worked him, and has taken up with a thouxen-haired syren that 
jerks the beer-eugine at the Copper and Cucumber, 

—_——_ 


SLOPER'’S ANCESTORS. 


HUMPHREY ROMANO SLOVER, 
Bonn, 130. BEWEADED, 1575. 
From the Paiaiing by G. #. Watts, 1.A,, at the Alhaubra, 


ee 
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UP TO HIM. 


McNAB’S WEDDING DAY. 


Tom, Leud me the telescope, Cap'n. 
Cuptain. To look at the ships—yus; but not 
to look at the gels, you young dog! 


OH! WHAT 


A NIGHT! 


mined that he should marry her or di 
marriage, or interment).—(2) The bri 
And MeSwine, carrying the insensible carcass of his beloved Laird, 
deevil is abruard in the bonnie parish o’ Browside this evil day” 


lang as he liked o’ a nicht being a bachelor. 
le 


“What say? Have I been fighting? Not a 
bit of it! We had our annual beaufeust yesterday, 
and I won the raftle!” 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to rececive 
photographs from those of her friends swhvse 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


(1) A. SLOPER is once more disporting himself on the 


old England. Where has he been?) Oh, only to Persia fora few days 
Na to interview the late lamented Nasr-ad-din's successur, He hna 

¢n putting it off and putting it off, but when the new Shah's life 
was attempted he thought he'd better hurry up. When conducted 
before the mighty despot, “Who are you?” said the Shah. “Shah- 
la-bala, monarch of the Golden Lion and Rising Sun.” rephed A. 
SLOPER, “ know that | am A. SLOPER from Londun, the Mammoth 
Interviewer!” “What can you do?” “Do, oh Shah? well, any- 
body—I mean anything.” “I see; you are what is termed in your 
benighted country a cae artiste; well, go and do something— 
amuse me.” “Right, oh Shah! Ahem! tow do you like being 
Shah as far as you've got?” ‘“Confound your impudence!” thun- 
dered the Shah. “ How dare you question me!” * How the devil am 
1 to interview you if [ don't?” * Blow the interview!" cried the Shah. 
“Come, begin! Stand on your head!” “ My liege, 1 haven't done 
such a thing since 1 was a boy.”"——(2) “ Now, look here,” said the 


No. 455.—Miss STELLA VIBART. 


“She is indeed my guiding star."—7he Dovk Snovk. 


“Smile on me, dear oue, and iny life is yours.” 
—Lord Bob, 


“Oh! lovely maid, spurn not my fond devotion.” 
—She Hon, Billy. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(1) The Session had decided that it is perfectly disgracefu’ that McNab could stop oot as 
So after selectin’ a worthy creature they deter- 
preparations were wonderfully complete for murder, 
shrieked, “ Here's a bonnie hinnymoon indeed ! 
, panted out, “A devouring 


(Saturday, August 8, 1896, 
HER LATEST PASTIME. 


“ DEAREST GERALDINE,—I've taken such an 
awful fancy to watching the men bathe down 
here ; it's most fascinating. Some of them are 
teilly better looking in the water than they are 
on dry land, Festively thine,—Tor.” 


HO-TEL ME WHY. 


£ Visitor. Confound you! why didn’t you call 

me at the time | told you? I've lost the 8.45! 
Boots, Your case ain't nothing. Why, No. 6 

was going by the 4.50, and he ain't awake yet! 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE SHAH OF PERSIA. 


a 4 


Shah, getting up off his carpet and drawing his sword, “ stand on 
your head directly this minute, or you won't have one to stand on. 
——(3) Thus persuaded, the Eminent made the attempt, which was 
so extremely ludicrous that the Shah roared till his sides ached. 
“It's my belief,” said he, “that you're a humbug! Can you do 
anything?” A happy thought struck the Moss-grown. “Oh! 
Monarch of the Signboards, 1 am a champion drinker in mine own 
land.” “ Right,” said the Shah, and clap; his hands. and a hundre: 
maidens—(4) As per sample above, ring brazen jars, entered. 
“ Drink,” said the Shah. “Is it ‘Unsweetened,’ oh Persia's powerful 
potentate/" © Yes, there’s no sugar in it.” “Better luck!” said 
A. SLOPER, placing a jar to his lips. “ Why, governor, it’s water ! 
* Drink, or prepare to be slowly poisoned,” cominanded the monarch, 
furiously.——(5) When A, SLOPER staggered back, water-logged, 
on the deck of the good ship, Bow Strect, he felt far from comfy. 
Fortunately he is a bad sailor, and that saved his life. But you 
don't catch him in the neighbourhood again in a hurry. 
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Sunset ocialigé 4: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


An enemy of whom, it's clear, The bravest well may stand in fear :—As amateurs the track no more Will see them, as in days of yore:—The rain, most 

probably you know, Put quite a damper on the show :—The Viceroy here appears to be Delighted with the “ Sloper” tea:—A somewhat tardy act of grace, 

In France, the other day, took place:—A mighty crowd there was to see A very easy victory :—A fine and costs they nud to pay, For their behaviour in 
this way——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. " 


GIRLS SLOPER'S SPOTTED. 


The moment the Bald-headed One saw this gal at the Yarmouth Variety Shop 

eg 4 WHAT SPORT? - 7 he = Bone. Nothisg | but | reese of dut ee ose oo prevented him from 

* Have you done any fishing yet?” “ Yes, caug packing up his carpet-bag and doing a gentle bolt with her. As es. hoe Peart sh, eG 

ashe-shark.” “Shark! What bait did you use?” oe ts AR i pp fosad Bee in time. You 

Loafer (interrupting). Broad road, dyer call it? 

FACT, WE ASSURE YOU, 'Tain't ‘arf broad Estas for me, speshully now it s 
wet paint on both sides. 

[Gocs on his wobbly way chuckling. 


A FATHER OF THREE. 
Fond Parent. Now, girls, being my birthday, tell “shay, Mith Flothsy, what an awily clevar foot 

me what you want. Croakleigh-on-Sea. Band night—but it’s only every other Thursday—otherwise, you have. What?” “How do you mean?” © Why, 
Chorus, A husband, pa! generally speaking, the place is pretty quiet. wevity is the sole of it, doncherknow. What: 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 


—-e 


Wr have got our Little Geniua after all, but it is not quite the 
wondrous bantling we were told to expect. No doubt the sad and 
sudden death of its adopted 
futher has much to do with 
the disappointment ; the pre- 
cocious youngster was left 
stranded upon the world at a 
very critical portion of its 
cureer—at a time, in fact, when 
it needed a!l a parent's tender 
care to bring it through the 
ordeal of its first encounter 
with the world. But it is 
getting over its infantile 
troubles now, and ix “ At 
Home” nightly at the Shaftes- 
bury. You must certainly 
make its acquaintance, 


. 

THE O'er-Moss-Grown has 
this day presented the * Award 
of Merit” to Percy Hupson, 
breause he's every inch a 
‘ Bohemian, “Feyther" yelled 
the budding Alec, “The de- 
coration of Percy will be popu- 
lar in Fleet Street, for ‘e's n 
clever cove with his pen, and 
a puffick gint besides. Zhe 
Rohemian, which 'e hedits, is 
a minty little journal, and I 
often think you could take a 
‘int or two from the wav it's 
churned out. The ‘Alf 'Un is 
? ; fur from what it orter—.” 
Rut this was a bit more than any father of Twins could stand, 
and a plateful of sausages and mashed, just in from Harris's, 
being handy, another Lombardment of Alezandry was the 
inevitable result. 


_A BIG compliment was paid the Eminent 2 few days back at the 
Newhaven Regatta, when the “Neptune Troupe” of amateur 
water foolists trom Brighton, gave « couple of sketches on rafts 
floating in the sea, ALLY and Mrs, 8, were well represented, and 
finally disappeared from view in the vasty deep. The F.O.M. 
hasn’t had so much water in him for years. 


e 
Botu the Empire and Palace are courting public patronage with 
famous programmes just now, which, in both cases, include several 
new additions, More of this when we have put our tame artist on 
the job, om 
s 


A PLEA for cider! That is what one of ALLY's daily contem- 
poraries is making ; and the Old Man has this to add that he is 
quite of its way 
of thinking. a 7 
Why is not more 
of this whole- 
some and pala. 
table — beverage 
drunk? “Be- 
cause there is 
not the demand 
for it,” says the 
cider-mauker; 
*Becanse it is 
so difilculs to 
procure it good 
und cheap.” says 
the public. 
Roth right ; but 
the fault is with 
the former. At 
present, roughly 
spenk ine, the 
cider-drinker vy 
must take his 
choice between 
the draught and 
champagne va- 
ricties. The for- " 
mer is generally 
cheapand nasty ; the latter, nicer but expensive. The makers say 
that if there was a sale for it, they could turn out a delicious beverage 
for less than one half the poets price. Let us have it, then, by 
all means, Tho supply will create the demand in no time. There 
is still n future for cider, if any enterprising maker will bestir 
himself, *\* 


AN actor friend the other day told ALLY a little story about Sir 
Henry Irving, which after all is only one amongst thousands of 
instances of his ness and generos' ne An actress was ry 
by him to play a certain part, and Sir Henry asked the lady what 
salary she expected, She said so much and Irving = G 
On the first treasury day to her surprise, she received nearly 
double the amount she had named, Of course, off she went to 
Irving, and said, “I think there is some mistake in regard to my 
aslary, [ said so and so.” “I know you did,” said the Lord of the 
Lyceum, “ but I think you are worth what has been paid you.” 


s 

Business and a “cheap return” brought A. SLOPER up to town 
the other day, and as the fuimer was concluded too late to enable 
him to get back till the following 
morning, he wisely cast about him 
for come way of spending the eve- 
ning. He chose a_ pleasant one; 
he went into Gatti's, Westminster 
Ibridge Road, Theatre of Varieties, 
where Mr. Tom Tinsley, F.0.8., the 
ableand atfable m r. fairly wept 
tears of joy on the Old 'Un's manly 
breast. And such a show as they 
gave him, too! Ben Baker, Kate 
Williams, Leo Dryden, Millie 
Lindon, Walter Stockwell in his 
coaching song, the popular Sisters 
Desmond, whore Breach of Promise 
ditty is great business, and charm- 
ing Florrie West, whose portrait we 
herewith produce. _A first-rate pro- 
xrmmme, Tom, and just what the 
Ancient would have expected of one 
of his Friends, + 


HENRY SMART, the eminent com- 
poset, in the latter years of his 
ife was perfectly blind, and his 
great pleasure was to get his wife 
to the most important items 
of news to him from the daily 
pers. Mrs. Smart had a weak- 
ness for the doings of the Royal 
Fatnily, and invariably commenced 
reading the Court Circular 
her husband, before touching on far more interesting topics to him. 
One Monday morning after breakfast, the good lady "TRA, 
the Prince and Princesa of Wales attended Divine Service yestcr- 
day morning at Sandringham Church.” This was too much for 
old Sinart, and his reply, “ J're no doubt the Almighty tovk it asa 
great compliment,” had the desired effect, 
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SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 
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AFTER MICHAEL ANCEL 


PER. 
asten HOGARTH, A MAN AFTER SLOPER,. 


No. 1.—May, 


The study of mankind is Woman. As to the animal himself, he 
ia divided into four sections : the lean, the fat, the short, the tall. 
This applies to all countries. He is of two classes : the noble and 
the ignoble. A. SLOPER belongs to the first category. Some men 
are no class. Man is to be found in four states: the civilised, the 
savage, the sober, and the squitfy. The first is when he hns been 
trained to know it is best to be civil or he will, undoubtedly, be 
chucked; the second is when he is in a state of nature—but it 
must be clearly understood that every man who is in this condition 
is not oars: © savage, if that were so we should find our sca 
shores during summer months—especially at Margate — 
abounding in barbarians ; the third state is universally attributed 
to judges; the fourth to lords. A. SLOPER is at a loss to know 
why, for, though he be neither judge nor lord (at present), he has 
experienced both states in his chequered career. Man is sometimes 
called a beast. 


(To be continued), 


———_+o——___. 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No. 10.—How MaGIstRATES ARE MISJUDGED. 

(Prisoner pleaded for himself vigorousl 5 Oe Cn en arent he 
saying, * You have someone in court pera gece for much better than you 
can do for yourself. As you entered the court, your c who is at the back in 
its mother’s arins, out ‘Daddy!’ ina way that convincea me you have 
been a loving father. In consequence I shall give you oue more chance.”"— 
Weekly Dispatch: “ Law and Police.”) 


Hkne's a story worth reading—and heeding—by those 
Who are strongly—yet wrongly: 
That a magistrate’s heart no humanity knows— 
Who opine that the one changeless creed 
Of that merciless monster, the “ " on the bench, 
Ia the coin from the sinning one’s pockets to wrench ! 


The pedler of Erin, imbibing too much 
Of the mixture that muddies the brain, 
Disported till checked by the law-demon’s clutch, 
And, at Bow Street, Sir John the Urbane 
Beamed awhile on the culprit attempting to make 
Some excuse for his folly : then stopped him, and spake. 


“No more! You have erred! Buta holier plea 

Than your own has been lifted for you : 
For a poor weeping woman, back yonder, I see, 

And I marked, when the door you passed through, 
How the child in her arms (by your entrance made glad) 
Stretched its innocent hands, and addressed you as ‘dad’! 


“So you've been a kind father! Go, go, and grow wise ! 
Prove more worthy the love of the dear 

Little infant that crow the good wife that cries 
In distress—on beholding you here!” 

And the penitent pedler of Erin went free— 

May the lesson thus taught him a lasting one be! 


And I say to the legions who loathe, without cause, 
nee poor meres gener ard a 

as some son in e InWw: 

Thess thelr notion & false sa canbe.” 
For our magistrates, mostly, are creatures humane, 
Who their sentences pass—not with pleasure, but pain ! 


ee 


WALK UP FOR THE TEA. 


The Colonel. Taking up golf, eh? 
Going to wear bloomers? 

Sadie (absent-mindedly), No; my 
legs are tuo thin. 


ANOTHER OF ‘EM. 


A witness for Dr. Jim, and quite 
Teuly to be examined—only they 
never called him, A grent pity. 


—- 8 PES J 
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THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON, 


—~—— 
CHAPTER III. 


THE presence of these unexpected savages was embarrassing 
alike to Mrs, Bryson and to Mr. J. B. Thomson. — The forme, 
was terribly shocked at the absence of clothes. She had 
of such indifference to the proprieties, but never before 
met it in real life. Mr. Thomson, 
on the other hand, despite Mrs, 
Bryson's discouragement and dis- 
approval cn all occasions, had 
much knowledge of theatrical 
female costume, and was, therefore, 
Jess alarmed than interested in 
what Trilby calls the “altogether,” 
and his embarrassment was less 
due to sartorial shortcomings than 
to doubt os to whether these 
savages might not be sizing them 
up as the basis of some coming 
festivity. 

The noble savage has a most 
uncomfortable leaning towards 
testing, as an edible, everything 
novel that comes in his wav ; and 
J. B. Thomson decidediy ob. 
jected to being made the subject 
of culinary experiments. He felt that he would be willing to 
allow any experiments to be made in reference to his mother.i\;. 
law, but he somewhat feared the result. She had mostly always 
disagreed with him, and it might be that she would disagree 
with the natives of the islands when assimilated by them, with 
Head result that their wrath would surely be directed towards 

im. 

Perhaps, however, they would eat him first. In that case, 
John B. Thomson resolved to be as disagreeable as possible, 
in order that the cannibals would take the change out of the 
survivor. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Bryson was decidedly mortified at her distres. 
sing situation, lor many years she had subscribed, if not liberally, 
at least regularly to foreign missions ; and she felt that if the 
missionaries had done their duty there should have been no tribe 
of savages with such an embarrassing indifference to the fashions 
in garments. Mrs. Bryson felt inclined to resent the action of 
those in charge of the funds of the missions ; but, alas! they were 
AY away, and Mrs, Pryson’s resentment would not have reached 

em, 

Besides, the demonstrations of the dusky and meagrely-clid 
strangers were of a kind that occupied the attention of Mrs, 
Hinson aad Mr. J. B, Thomson, to the speedy dispersal of other 
thoughts. 

These demonstrations could not be called hostile, yet they were 
alarming. As the two castaways withdrew from the rocky cost 
on which they had_ been sitting. 
and advanced inland, the group of 
savages prostrated themselves on 
the ground for a moment, and then, 
with a wild yell, sprang to their feet 
and began a Upchoeohen can-can 
round Mr, Thomson and his greatly. 
shocked mother-in-law. 

Ever and anon they emitted a 
wild shriek, and it was noticed that 
these shrieks had been heard by 
others of the tribe, for groups of 
other savages were soon seen bout. 
ing in the direction of the turmuil, 
where they at once joined iu the 
musical and terpsichorean  we'!- 
come, 

“It isa clear case that it is their 
intention to stew us,” said J. b. 
Thomson, reflectively. 

“Stew us!" snid Mrs, Bryson. 

“Yes; stew ur, and eat us after- 
’ wards,” remarked J. B, Thomson, | 

* But they daren’t do it. The British tlag wouldn't allow it. 
said Mrs. Bryson. 

“They don't care for the British flag, bless you,” said John 
B. Thomson. “ They'd eat it if it were here.” 

“To be stewed! After all I have contributed on behalf of the-: 
wretches!” sobbed Mrs. Bryson. 

“Yes; it does seem ungrateful,” said J. B. Thomson, “They 
might, however, if you told them of what yon have done, give 
youachoice. They might allow you to be boiled or roasted if you 
preferred that.” ‘ 

“You are a brute, John B. Thomson!” said Mrs. Bryson; “aul 
a cowardly brute! or you would do something to disperse th->: 
wretches." ; 

“I would if I had anything to disperse them with, but I do:'t 
even possess a knitting needle. Ha!” continued John, “we'll 
ie : KNOW all about it. Here comes their head man, I duu't 
doubt. 

And a further detachinent of savages hove in sight, headed by an 
nee person, to whom cousiderable deference was paid by the 
others. 


Tead 
had 


(To be continued next week.) 
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ONE WAY OUT OF IT 


“ Why does your sister object to cycling?” | 
“ Becnruse her back hair always comes down. 
“Why not leave it at home!” 


Saturday, August 8, 1896. ] 
MADE 1T THE AFTERNOON. 


HE 


se 
“Then I will speak to your father in the morning.” “Oh, 
Henry! Hadn't you better make it the afternoon? He—er—has 
his slippers on then.” 
_— 


OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES. 


THAT was a patient and a long-suffering Fleet Streeter who 
reading an article in a contemporary headed, “ How to go to 
sleep,” put a blue pencil mark round it and handed it to the 
recently arrived twins, 

Ballington Booth is reported to have organised a “Bicycle 
Prayin, Corps.” This is a step in the right direction : there's no 
telling how many souls have gone tothe hot place through cussing 
punctured tyres. 

According to all accounts the Home Secretary is a gentleman 
with whom politeness goes a long way, but some of his critics 
want too much, One, for instance, holds that every convict who 
says to Sir Matthew, “1 beg your pardon,” should be entitled to it. 


——9¢9¢—— 


“ Awful squeeze, ain't it?” “Yes, frightful.” “Say, don't you 
think we should find it more roomy if we breathed alternately?" 


—o1r———. 


A MISDIRECTED VENGEANCE. 


IT was at Southend. The noonday sun shone brilliantly down 
tig the paper-strewn beach ; the rippling wavelets (with the aid 
of a powerful field-glass) might have n discovered lapping 
gently upon tke shore some four miles out, and the health-giving 
etuvium arising froin the far- 
reaching mud flats was wafted 
softly upon the breeze. Ven- 
dors of the seductive shrimp, 
the winsome winkle, and the 
celestial cockle were driving 2 
roaring trade. The music of 
two brass bands, four piano 
organs, and a large assortinent 
of cornets, concertinas, banjos, 
and other instruments of tor- 
ture, blended in delicious har- 
mons, and the shriek of the 
steam roundabout, the rattle of 
the swirchback, and the hoarse 
yells of the donkey drivers 
fell gratefully upon the ear. 
There were tmen willing 
to take you out for six- 
pence, photographers to take 
you for sixpence, photographers 
to take you in tor ninepence, 
Whitechapel gipsies to tell your fortune for 3 copper. and coppers 
fo see that the gipsies didn’t. There were cocoanuts and Aunt 
Sullys to be shied at, pints of nuts, gaudy walking sticks, and full- 
tlavoured cigars to be won ; whilst refreshment—liquid and solid— 
from a glass of sherbet to a bag of ginger-nuts, a penn’orth of 
gooseberries to a lump of “hokey,” abounded at every turn, 

But to all this plethora of rare delights one creature stood insen- 
sible. Sad she was at heart, poor girl, and heavy ; and there was 
a soulful look in the tear-dimmed eyes as she gazed searchingly 
over the seething mass of humanity. is : 

At length she spoke. “ Blimey!” she said, “ony lemme gita 
site of ‘is bloomin’ fice and I'll spile ‘is beauty for “im. VI teach 
‘im to bring me dahn for a ‘appy dye and ‘ook it wifart even 
leavin me rilewye ticket.” 

Emotion choked her further utterance. She moved slowly away 
from the giddy, thoughtless throng. Lost in her own sad thoughts 
she wandered on until the silence around proclvimed the solitude 
she sought. Her gaze wandered over the now deserted strand, 
Deserted! Stay, what are those two figures seated on the beach 
in close and affectionate embrace! She starts violently as she 
etches sight of them; the next moment she steals softly towards 
the loving pair from behind, rage and outraged majesty struggling 
for mastery in her expressive features. 

All unconscious of approaching danger are the happy couple, 
Suddenly there is a rush, a shriek, an oath, and the two rival 
donahs are fighting each other like wild cats. Hairpins fly, hats 
are torn off and trampled underfoot, faces scratched and hair 
pulled out in handfuls, Thongh lost in astonishment at the unex- 
pected onslaught ’Arry is too geod a sportsman to interfere. He 
Watches the struggle with delighted interest, and yells his cncour- 
azement at brief intervals. A 

The conflict is short, but furious, The attacker is no match for 
the attacked, and perhaps recognising impending defeat the 
former suddenly wrenches herself clear and makes a savage spring 
at the solitary onlooker. 

“I'll teach you to tike up wif—,” she commences, and then 
stops in amazement. 

“W'y, it ain't Bill at orl! she says in stupeticd tones, as her 
eyes meet those of a perfect stranger. 

She'd mistaken her min, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


a ee 
Rose CorraGeE, eres PUTNEY, 


y 24th, 

My Dear SLtoper,—Many thanks for the handsome “ Award 
of Merit” you so kindly sent me. It now occupies the place 
of honour in my study, to the admiration and envy of my 
less fortunate male friends. Wishing you long life and every 
possible success, believe me, my dear SLOPER, very truly yours, 

H. TrRotere, F.0.8. 
eel 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
Tne RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL "). 
CHAPPTUR TWENTY-FYVE. 

T SEA that i broak orf this narrertif larst weak at the point wair 
the yot wos leevin the peer for a munelite sale. If i had ony noan 
the orrybul ordeel befoar me i wood suner have throan miself then 
and thair intu the worter and takun mi charnee of bein resqued. 

Orlmoast befoar we wos kleer of the peer the bote began tu rok 
up and down in a wa that nott ony kaused me the gratest treppy- 
dashun foar mi eaifty, but gave me the moast remarkabul and 
unplessent sensashun in the regun of the stummick, wich i trust 
the —_e reeder will ickskuse the menshun of the plaice, but 
delly y must giv wa befoar mi ynash un tu surpres nuthin. 

In mi anksirety foar our saifty i tryd tu work akrose tu wun of 
the salers, but just as ij reeehed ‘im a sudun lerch of the vesul thru 
me forwerd rite intu his brorny arms, 

“ Steddy, miss,” he sez; “doant imbrase me in publick. I've got 
a wife and yung ‘uns at home. Try and konseel yer afecksnuns,, 
theers a deer.” I dru miself up hortily at his fammylarity. 

“Wot is the meenin of this insult?" i wos goin tusay, but befoar 
the werds eska me anuther jerk pitched me on tu him agane. 

“This is imbarrersin,” he ses,as he steddydid me on mi feat. 
“ Hear, let me help yu bak tu your yung man, who ain't lukin very 
well i fancy.” And taikin me bi the arm he led me akroxe tu wair 
Sirrul wos sitin lukin anksushli out ovur the roamin billers. 

% *Evenli nite, nin't it?” suid he. 

“Moast romantick,” i replide ; “but I wish the bote woodn't rok 
up and down 0, it maiks me feal afrade.” 

“Thair ain't no dangur,” ses Sirrul, “nun at orl; it—it's quite 
carm tu wot I've out in.” 

“ I suppose you're a saler?” i arsks. 

* Pritty fare,” says he, “ but i ain't had mutch pracktis laitly.” 

1 did not repli. We wair now wel out at see, and the yot wos 
behavin in the moast icksentrick maner. Insted of glidin steddyli 
thru the trackless waives, like the yots i had red of in mi novver- 
lets orlwais did, it wos pitchin and torsin, and rokin and rollin,in a 
wa that maid me long foar terrer firmer wunce agane. 

Sudunli a feerful grone from Sirrul kaused me tu look round, 
Thair wos mi nortikul-araid luver leenin ovur the side with a fais 
as Dy as a sheat, bein moast dredful ill. 

he site wos tu mutch foar me. Sumthin in mi_ intearyer 
seamed tu tern upside down, and in anuther momunt i wos hang- 
ing ovur the side keapin Sirrul kumpenny. 

I du not no how long we staid thair. It seamed howers, durin 
witch i beged and prayed the kaptin tu taik us bak to the shore or 
thro me ovurbord. But tha only larfed, krool hartless monsters 
as tha wair, and maid the yot pitch moar than evur. 

Tha tel me i faintid awa. Wen I kaim tu miself i wos bein 
karrvid up the peer steps bi a berly boteman, and Sirrul was folerin 
on the arm of anuther. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


FORTUNE-TELLING A LA MODE! 


(There has just been revived in certain Borderland-el aul other quarters the 
notion of telling destinits by means of a Sheep's Should + | 
x 


WE live in times of 


te: he verybod 
Horror’ Te Tre, > “knowss 
Sroucoer- sane. of ~ Yet Fate, that dark, 
’ dark Ogrese, 


FATE. Her pow'r o'er many 
\ shows. 
And fortune-telling 
ers 
Can still find many 
* Jays,” 
Yea, many mystery- 
makers 
Lo business nowa- 
days! 
Yea, some now call 
unto their aid 
Some poor Sheep's 
innocent Shoulder- 
lade! 


By means of this they tell us 
They unto Fate can pry ; 
Thus making Gipsies jealous, 
While some say “ All my eye!” 
How scapulas of Baa-Lambs 
Have this pow'r, fogs us quite ; 
They all must think we are lambs 
To trust this Mutton-might. 
Yet many do a roaring trade 
With the Fortune-telling Shoulder-blade! 


_Ce 


: SOME OF OUR CORRESPONDENTS. 


“ Mixs Marie Vere-de-Vere would be grateful if the Editor could 
send her a reliable cure for warts, a friend of hers having one on a 
rather prominent feature, A reply before Sunday would oblige. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Why is the letter B like old Mo's cycling instructor /—Because 
it makes Ike bike. ile 
“ Buy-worps."—Those of a butcher outside his shop on Satur- 
day night. 


ps) 


BIROS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'’s THE SALT, FEYTHER? "— ALEC, 


No. 17.—Tne Swirt. 
“With wings had Nature gifted me 
Across the Ocean's foam, 
When Autumn came I'd tly with thee 
To some far distant home.” 
—A. SLOPER, Poct Laureate, cle. 
— 


A CREATURE OF IMPULSE. 

It was a humid, sweltering afternoon, and, with voting for 
menurials in the air all around, it seemed very odd that nobody 
had proposed sticking up a statue to the passed-away celebrity 
who, suffused with perspiration, once expressed a wish to “take off 
his flesh and sit in his bones.” The mercury had climbed up to 
the top of the thermometer and was clamourously knocking at the 
tes that roofed it in to be allowed to get out and go a little 

igher, when a fussy little man—(most little men are fussy, by the 
way)—scuttled angrily into one of the big hatters’ in Piccadilly. 
He was redder than a fresh boiled beet and fuming like a copper of 
boiling soap as he walked up to a gentlemanly person who 
stood bareheaded with his hands behind him in the middle of the 


shop. 
This beast of a hat doesn't fit me anywhere !” he thundered. 
“Quite true,” assented the bare-headed man, quietly, “ but it's 
no worse after all than your frock-coat, whilst your trousers would 
scare crows out of a cornfield! Come to look at you, your boots 
are too tight, and a vile shape, too; and how a creature of your 
bilious complexion could ever go in for a green tie with mauve 


8] 
_ “Sir! what the dev——” the little man began to thunder, But 
int then a shopman, in a long white apron, carrying a tall silk 

tt by the brim, approached the hatless gentleman, and with “1 
think you'll find that easier now, sir,” handed him the chapeau. 

Then the petulant little snob changed colour somewhat, an 
operation which he frequently repeated during the rest of the day 
when the quiet stranger's comments upon his coat, bags aud 
green tie recurred to his memory. 


SHAKESPEARE AODULTERATED. 


Higginao, Hil old‘un! They say five moons were seen to-nizht! 
Sloperbus, Five moons? Gadzooks! the knave who saw them 
Is to be envied for his glorious thirst, 
And that with which he quenched it. 
Would [ could see but two! 


—"SLorerR,” a Tragedy: Aet 2. Scene 1, 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
CoxpucTED BY Lapy Downy. 


SUFFERER.—The cheapest recipe I can give you for making the 
ointment you require is ns follows: Take one pot Atkinson's 
Cold Cream, one cake Pear's Soap, one box Vinolia Cream, one 
box Sloper's Pills, one box Golden Ointment, one box Liver 
Pills, one ounce Lanoline, one pot Holloway’s Ointment, one 
packet Jones’ Violet Powder, one bottle Smith's Face Lotion, 
one tin of Brown's Beef Tea, and one bottle Uam Var Whiskey. 
Mix well together and boil down in a sand-bath to a quarter of a 
pint. Apply in the usual manner. (Private for the Editor, 
Not to be printed, There, Mr, Editor, 1 dont suppose you will 
grumble at me this week for not eipddagt ls our advertisers, 
The wretches dowt aend me any of their things or L should 
mention them oftener ; or, perhaps, Mr, Editor, you kecp them 
at the office—LADY DowDy.) 

NIGHTINGALE.— Dutch cheese is not considered good fora weak 
voice. Your breath will become stronger after a course of 
Spanish onions, and the application of a coat or two of French 
polish will undoubtedly prove beneticial to the vocal chords, 

A.S.8.—You can produce a charming effect by tinting the water 
in your aquarium, Bondy's Fluid will produce a Tovely red, 
which is suitable for silver fish, while Wickitt’s Blue you will 
find more becoming to the complexions of the gold fish. It isn’t 
a bad idea to have half one colour and the other half the other. 
but if you do this you must take means to keep the tish in their 
respective places. 


258 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 8, 1806, 
SILVER THREADS AMONG THE GOLD. POOR PA'S CRITICS. 


: ill} till | die?” “My dear girl, my affection would be still : 
oe the same, whatever colour your hair was,” (1) A reader who thinks the blokes that do th- 
sketches must be balmy. 


No, 441.—Mr. T. Harper, F.O.S. 

“Readers who cast an inquiring eye upon the 
above portrait will gaze upon the likeness of an 
individual who has attained the distinction of a 
place in our famous gallery by pure perseverance 
and untiring industry. A. SLOPER has ever a wide 
open optic for budding talent. Theatrical, musical, 
literary, political, artistic, commercial, industrial, it 
matters not to the Old'Un. When he sees a fitting 
subject for encouragement, he picks him out at once. 
Our hero's skill as an amateur wood-worker brought 
him under notice, and obtained for him the title of 
F.O.8, and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit,’ June 6th, 
1896," — Debrett Im proved, 


(2) A Sloperite from her youth who believes she's 
never read the likes afore, 


a say, old org I gprs oar Sees 3 geet 
alike, you've such splendid legs, ve € 
noue? By-the-way, why don’t you paddle?” 


“) thought rou might be cold, dear, after your swim, so I’ve brought yon down (3) A regular subscriber who says the “ Friy.” girls 
some buttered toast and a cup of coffee, with a dash of something in it.” appear to know a thing or two. 


OH, THOSE RAYS! 


WH4j 
‘UP NORTH. 


Turist. We could see the scenery much better if 


we had a glass. , 
New Acquaintance, Weel, as I feel a bit dry mascl’, 


A’ve na objection. 


(1) Bill was a gallant A.B. and Dolly was a ? ia ee 
charming lady's maid. He loved her and he (2) And Bill said he would, and (3) “How will you be taken?” said the 
told hero. “Let me have your likeness . it eben pene weet aboos arly He age - ioe attitude and in the 
before you go on board again,” said Dolly. test style,” says Bill. 


WHERE TO GO FOR YOUR HOLIDAYS. 


gpeiggtnst ee i 
“ is sf i ting; the girls we : 7 
Be A IE sh veeuammtai . (4) “Shiver me, boss,” says Bill, “but (5) Then Bill went off to sea, (6) And when Dolly saw the latest style she rather 
“There are too many hills and hussies.” you've taken long enough about the busi- and Dolly waited for the photo- thought she would prefer a highly respectable sweep with a 
—Mrs. Sloper. ness, and it’s blamed expensive, too.” graph to come home. little more skin on him, so the banns were put up at once. 
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